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THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 
HUGH LOAD CLIFFOR D, : 
BARON OF CHUDLEIGH, &c. Ge. 
THIS POEM 
IS INSCRIBED 
BY HIS LORDSHIP'S 


MOST OBEDIENT HUMBLE SERVANT, 


THE AUTHOR. . 


UGB ROOK E PARK. 


HY fits the ſilent Musz, unſtrung her lyre, 


Her laurels wither'd, and extinct her fire? 

On Avon's bank ſhe once was taught to ſing, 

And as ſhe ſung, the vale was heard to ring. 

With tuneful nymphs ſhe then was ſeen to rove 5 
Thro' all the windings of APOLLoO's grove. 

There ſtretch'd at eaſe ſhe tried the rural ſtrain ; 

And drew the dancing Satyrs to the plain.“ 

The Latian buſkin too, tis ſaid, ſhe wore, 


And CaTo's name was echoed thro' the ſhore. to 


Does Song no more, does Verſe no longer pleaſe ? ct 
Or has not Dzvox charms to tempt her lays ? 
B 


* The Author ſome time fince publiſhed ſomes Paſtoral Poems, with 
e Latin Tranſtalion of Anvisox's Ceo, 


To 


Why from the vale does the bold Mountain riſe, 
Advancing with his woods to meet the ſkies ? 


hy does the Plain his verdant bounds extend, 


Vhile o'er the ſtream the marble arches bend ? 

Fas laviſh Nature all her ſtores diſplay'd, 

To be but by the filent eye ſurvey d ? 

Shall EpGMUuMBE“'s Mount, with all his glories hung, 
Neglected ſtand, his woods and fleets unſung? _ 

In charms unrival'd ſhall a Mamurap * ſhine, 

And yet not merit one poetic line ? 

Are woods and ſtreams, are vales and mountains made 
To ſerve for idle Contemplation's aid? 

In vain the grove then AR1isToTLE ſought 

To form his mind, and range his depth of thought. 
In vain did PLATO to the ſhades retire ; 
And TUvriLy his own Tuſculum admire. 

The wild romantic ſcenes of rocks and floods, 

The portico's dim light and waving woods, 

With ſweet enthuſiaſm their boſoms fired, - 


And brizhter eloquence their tongues inſpired. 


* The ſcat of the Right Honourable Lord Viſcount L1SBURNE, 


13 


20 


25 


39 


CF: 
Ho in the grove, beſide ſome murm'ring ſpring, 
Arms and the man young MaRo learnt to fing ; 
Pleck'd from each ſpray, from each inſpiring bough, 35 


Th' unfading wreath, that circled round his brow. 
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Oft has the Musk, my Lok p, as here ſhe ftray'd, 
With partial eye theſe charming ſcenes ſurvey'd: | = 
Oft has ſhe fondly wiſh'd theſe ſcenes to ſing, 
And call'd her ſiſters from th' Aonian ſpring. 40 | 
To wake her voice to harmony, each grace, 

Each op'ning feature of th' enchanting on 

Perſua afively unite. Collected here 

As in one point, all Nature's charms appear : 

Hills ftrive with woods, with water woods agree, 45 
Of Devon's charms the grand epitome. 

Loſt in the pleaſing dream, for dreams of night 
Will {till bring back the objects of delight, 2 
She ſeem'd to climb the high hill's length'ning way, 

Bound o'er the vale, and thro' the foreſt play. = 06 


Oft did th ambitious thought, alas, how vain ! 


Prompt her to Paint the undulating plain, 


1 
Of waving woods the blended light and ſhade, 
The gaping rock, and natural caſcade: 


When warning Phœbus touch'd her trembling ear 55 
Remember Phaeton, he cned, nor dare | 

Too raſh, like him, t'aſpire beyond thy ſphere. 

The arduous height would'ſt thou attempt to reach ; 


Th' aſpiring ſong Apollo's ſelf muſt teach. 


Where Nature ſpreads ſuch rich luxuriance round, 60 

And paints with ſuch variety the ground, 

Where nameleſs beauties croud upon the fight, 

And ſcenes unequal equally delight ; 

In varied ſtrains the numbers too ſhould flow, 

Not itifly high nor negligentiy low, f 6: 
But as the Mantuan and Mæonian lays, 

With unaffected dignity and caſe : | 

Should, like the place, all Nature's art combine, 
And Art be Nature till thro' ev'ry line. 
| Ev'n V/INDSOR 8 ſelf, with it his Pop ſcenes, : 70 
His chequer'd landſkip and ſurrounding oreens, 


Had been but as the ſunſhine of a day, 


£ If uninſpired had been the Poet's lay. 


(95-3 
By me each bough with laurel-wreaths was hung, 
While round the lawn Por x's tuneful numbers rung. 75 
Our care does UGBROOKEE leſs than WIN DSOR claim? 
In merit like, leſs envied is the name? 
Were DRYDEN back—it ſhould be like in fame. 
For here great DRYDEN once was ſeen to rove, 


And Mantuan ſtrains were heard thro' all the grove. . 


Bold and unbounded, as the Poet's thought, 
The place itſelf the ſtrong enchantment caught; 
Hills mixt with vales in ſweet diforder round 

Or roſe or ſunk tranſported at the ſound. 


Save where judicious Art check'd Nature's hand, 8 


WE) 


And ſingle trees in ſcatter'd beauty ſtand, 

Cloſe liſt'ning foreſts racine the charmer drew, 
Clung to the rocks, and wonder'd how they grew. 
Sweet as he ſung, each animated ſpray 
Bloom'd with freſh life and own'd the magic lay-: 98 


Quick as he turn'd, new woods were ſeen to riſe, 


That met at cy'ry ſtep his wond'ring eyes, 


C 


1 


Hence thro' the whole a pleaſing gloom is thrown, 


And UGBROOKE is for woods and verdure known. 


Here ceas'd the God: the Mousz with ardour ran, 


_ Snatch 'd up his ſounding lyre, and thus began: 


When Nature firſt traced out the grand deſign ; 
And 'midſt her greater works bid UGBRo0KE ſhine, 
In ſtile unuſual was the plan ſhe drew, 
At once to pleaſe and ſtrike with ſomething new. 
Above the common of deſcriptive ſong 
Each ſcature, as it roſe, was bold and ſtrong: 
Not indigeſted or confuſedly hurl'd, 

But fair-proportion'd as th' harmonious world, 
In one great view th' united parts appear, 

Each anſwering each, all wildly regular. 

To thoſe, who judge by ſtudied rules of art, 
And make the whole ſubſervient to a part, 
Whoſe taſte the neat parterre, and formal line, 


Or ſtudied clumps, and circling path confine, 
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1 
Miſhappen, rude, and rough the draught may feem : 
The great ſublime was never meant for them. 


O'er op'ning vales ſee hills on hills ariſe, 


New objects vary ill and ſti]] ſurpriſe. 
Thro' all thoſe wilds our eyes unbounded roam 5 1 5 
O'er half the ſphere, and ſtill confeſs their home. 
For till no bounds the ſev'ral parts control, 
Rocks, hills, and plains form one united whole. 

see, Har pow here his ruſſet ength extends, 

There DanT's high Torr in cloud-capp'd pomp aſcends, 
Around th' horizon, broken and vney'n, I 
Rocks frown o'er rocks, and prop the bending heav'n. 
Scoop'd out by Nature's hand there back they ſlide 

In wild diſorder, and the chain divide : 

With bulky pride then ſwelling out again, 12 5 
They croud along, and break upon the plain. 


The lovely plain in pleaſing contraſt now 
More brightly ſmiles, and ſoftens all below. 
Here the majeſtic TEING, with conſcious pride 


Pours from his urn the tributary tide. 130 


8") 
Now hid in ſhades he works his filent flood 
Thro' the dark mazes of the pendant wood: 
Now murmurs on, and burſting into day 
O'er chiding pebbles rolls himſelf away: 
Then turns, and winds his current back again, 
As loath to leave the ſweet-alluring plain, 
Till ſweeping thro' the fields with wider ſway 


He rides along, and ruſhes to the ſea. 


Here rich Pomona too, with apples crown'd, 

Scatters her fruits and ſparkling neCtar round. 140 
See, chearful Induſtry walks o'er the pen , 

With all the rural Graces in her train, 

On verdant flopes while Pan his flocks ſurveys, 


And golden Ceres all her ſtores diſplays, 


No Norman NimRop's pow'r, by ſwains accurſt, 


No Aſiatic Nabob's lawleſs luſt, 


145 


With wanton cruelty here lifts her hand, 
Of life or wealth to ſp-il the peaceful land. 
Each ſmiling hamlet counts her num'rous ſwains, 


In his own cot each ſwain untroubled reigns. 150 


96 
Lo! 'midſt their elms TRIN GTO N and KE RSWEII riſe, 
Their milk-white turrets gleaming thro' the ſkies: 
There kings, 'tis ſaid, once ſtrove for martial fame, 
Each village {till retains the kingly name. 
Thro' op'ning hills bright ILs1NGToN appears, 
His ſpiry pride more lofty HEennock rears : 
And hilly In6sdox cloath'd with waving wood, 
And Du x BUxx diſtain'd with Daniſh blood. 
In the wide vale, with circling foreſts crown'd, 
Boyey for foſſils and her delph renown'd, 
Smiles on the charms her fable heath adorn, 
Rich meads of lowing herds and fields of corn. 
Here CrtsTow peeps above the mountain's brow, 
There HiGuweezk views the town and ſtreams below. 
From driving ſtorms, and blaſts of wintry ſkies, 
Midſt ſhelt ring hills ſecure, low IperorD lies: 
While in full fight fair CHnvDLEIGH paints the ſcene 


With tufted trees, and fields for ever green. 


Proud as Parnaſſus, with romantic frown, 
A rugged rock o'erlooks the ſmiling town. 
| A 
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170 
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By ſtorms and age his crumbling clifs are torn, 


His uncouth ſhape looſe-hanging woods adorn, 
Whilſt on his brow the grazing flocks appear 
Inwrapt with clouds, and ſeem to hang in air. 
Hevn from his ſide the marble columns riſe ; 
His bold majeſtic front invades the ſkies, 


While thro' the craggy windings of his wood. 


Down headlong foams the loud-reſounding flood. 


From his deep cave he hears the ruſhing ſound, 
And bids his echo ſpread the charm around, 
From ſcene to ſcene the riſing raptures roll, 


And ecſtaſy now ſinks thro' all the foul, «+ 


But ſee, where Jove his fav'rite care extends, 


Crown'd with tall oaks th' aſpiring hill aſcends. 


Not Ida's ſelf a nobler ſight could ſhow, 
Tho' Goddeſſes adorn'd his ſhady brow. 
Here thriving elms with oak diſpute the prize, 


And ſturdier aſh, that brave the ſtormy ſkies : 


Their branching ſides with rich luxuriance bend, 


Their ſtately heads above the clouds aſcend. 


1756 
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1 
A fofter hue the ſpiry larch diſplay, 
And balmy firs perfume the riſing day. 
Here brought from Lebanon the cedar ſhines 
With vig'rous life: here poplars, planes, and pines, 
Here limes and maſtful beech with nodding pride 
O'er a wild tribe of vulgar trees preſide. 
Now bow'ring greens their woven ſhades unite, 
And dimly ſhade the quiv'ring gleams of light ; 
Now op'ning glades diſcloſe the pathleſs way, 
And in full brightneſs pour the ruſhing day. 
Thro' ſhapeleſs trees we catch th expanding view, 
In all its forms each object ſtill purſue, 
With keen delight each growing charm explore, 
And gaze with freſh deſire ſtill o'er and O er. 
So finks the vale, ſo woods and mountains riſe, 
The ſcenes ſo change, and pleaſingly ſurprize. 
If eager of the chace Diana ſtill 
Range fair Arcadia's olatn or Cynthus' hill,. 
Here richer foreſts might her toils ſurround, 


Here richer game o'er richer mountains bound.. 
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Not fo in days of yore appear'd the land, 


When Daniſh rovers ruſh'd on TEiINGMoOUTH's ſtrand; 


When barb'rous yells were heard thro' all the coaſt, 
And Devon mourn'd her peace and freedom loſt. 
Pale Terror ſtalk'd along, and from afar 
Hurl'd thunders round, and all the din of war. 
Each mother wept, in ſhrieks her fears expreſs d, 
And claſp'd her trembling infant to her breaſt. 


Then on theſe hills were firſt encampments ſeen, 


While groves of lances gleam'd along the green. Q 


See, undemoliſh'd yet the rampart ſtands, 

Here yawns the ditch, ſcoop'd out by Daniſh bands. 
The frowning out-work here its creſcent ſhows, 
Here ſtood the wall, and there the caſtle roſe. 
Once plunder'd of its ſtore here ſtreams the rill, 
Penucious yet, and murmurs down the hill. 

To ſhelt'ring vales and dens then Pan retired ; 
Ceres in flames on dreary waſtes expired. 
Foor helpleſs hinds then from their hamlets fed, 
Or with their {laughter d teems ignobly bled. 
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0 
At length immortal AL RRD rais'd his hand 

To ſnatch from bondage Freedom's native land. 
His royal banner, as aloft it play'd, 

The golden name of LipzRTyY diſplay'd. 

Cloſe round their prince embattled heros preſs'd ; 
A thirſt for glory beats in ev'ry breaſt. | 

A match for more than men, now on he moves, 
Fierce as the eagle when on trembling doves 

He darts his rage : now ſtretch'd beneath his ſword 

On yonder down lies Denmark's ſwarthy Lord. 
The ſwarthy down * ſtill bears his barb'rous name, 
The laſting monument of Daniſh ſhame. 

Their leader lain, the croud in dire diſmay 
Pour headlong down the hills, and ſcek the fa. 
| Keen flaſh the light'ning from the Victor's eye, 
That blaſt the breathleſs ruffians as they fly. 

So when the rebel winds by Juno's hate, 
On Neptune's realm conſpired /Eneas' fate, 

Pale trembling Trojan's heard the tempeſt roar, 
And huge rough billows buet upon the ſhore. 
Wy 


* HaLL-pown, commonly called Halpow. 
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of from its top the poliſh'd metal flew. 


(#3 


Then roſe the rev'rend monarch of the flood; 


Obſequious Tritons round his chariot {ſtood : 

Stern as he ſpoke, th' unruffling ſurge decreaſed, 

Rude winds obey'd, and all the tumult ceaſed, 

Thus fell the ſtorm of war; thus o'er the land 275 


At ALF RE D's nod Peace ſtretch'd her olive wand. 


But hark! what gladd'ning ſounds the foreſt chear ! 
What peals of ſhouting vict'ry ſtrike the ear! 
Lo | where the Dane had rais'd the hoſtile mound, 
Triumphant Eritons, now with laurel crown'd, 260 
Their facred pæans in loud chorus fing ; 
The mountains round with ſacred pæans ring. 
Borne on the winds repeated pæans riſe, 


And float in felling triumph to the ſkies, 


With keener ardour now each hero plows; 205 


As down his cheek the ſilent tranſport flows. 


In tranſport loſt each ſoldier had by chance 


Armand th' intrenchment fixt his ſhining lance. 


The lance with muſic animated grew, 


4 19 9 
Now, ſtrange to tell, quick ſprings the fibrous root, 
Vhilſt high in air the ſpreading branches ſhoot. 
The huge round ſides enclofing bark” confines, 
And life tho' ev'ry limb exulting ſhines. 
Of glitt'ring ſpears thus where an army ſtood 275 : 


Of oaks now ſtands the venerable wood: 


Hail, ſacred ſhades, with age luxuriant grown, 
To heros once, and now to Phœbus known; 
Within your gloom a harmleſs bard receive, 
And while to you he fings theſe lays, forgive. 280 
So ſhall no ſlaught'ring axe with ſtroke profane 


Break thro' your precincts or invade your reign. 


The trees by luckleſs fate condemn'd to fall 
From other hills let ſplendid gameſters call: 
Of yours not one the fatal chance ſhall mourn, 2 
Nor from theſe mountains be untimely torn. 
The great, the gay, now wild and thoughtleſs grown, 
May whirl thro' all the follies of the town; 
From plays to routs, from routs to maſquerades, 


Turn night to day, and day to midnight ſhades; 290 


62⁰9 


The purer joys of life they ne' er receive, 


Such as theſe ſcenes of home-felt quiet give. 


Let Belles, diſſatisfied with Nature, part 
From thoſe ſhe gives, and borrow charms from Art : 
Uncenſured, if they can, flirt round the rooms, 295 
Paint the falſe cheek, and trim their airy plumes. 
No wiles of art diſtain the Dryad's brow, 
As Nature paints, her artleſs beauties grow. 
Cloath'd like a modeſt fair, ſhe needs no art 


To draw th' enchanted eye, and gain the heart. 300 


Unenvied let the Virtuoſi prize 
Their grubs, their inſects, birds and butterflies ; 
Bid lifeleſs forms in niceſt order lie, 

And with ſtuff d mummies feaſt th' adiniring eye | 
Here life itſelf more ſprightly decks the day, 205 
When thro' the ferns the hare and partridge play; 

i Or from the cover on aſpiring wings 


Of harm ſecure, the chuckling pheaſant ſprings. 


6 


O'er mouldy coins let Antiquaries pore, 
Of buſts and urns the facred ruſt adore ; 
Change ſcores of GEOROE's for one Oruo's face, 
And learnedly enjoy the precious braſs : 
Of ancient honours here, of long-lived fame 
The brighter marks our better homage claim. 
Theſe rev'rend hills, with nodding foreſts crown'd, 
Theſe groves and ſylvan majeſty around, 
Of ſage progenitors to ſons unborn | 


Shall mark the ſeat, and ſtill that ſeat adorn. 


This was the ſeat by CLI ORD * once admired ; 
Twas here, too wiſe for ſtate, he once retired. 
CLIrTORD, unaw'd by intereſt or fear, 
Hypocriſy's vile garb diſdam'd to wear. 

No flave to faction or the vulgar croud, 
The ſchemes he plan'd, he publicly avow'd. 
Friend to his prince, by princi ple was juſt, 
Inflexible and ſteady to his truſt. 
But when black Envy gain'd the monarch's ear, 
And ſpit her venom at the guiltleſs peer; 

F 
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* Lord High T: reaſurer CLIFFORD, * See bis Character in MacPpBtR- 


sor, Vol, 1, 
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When Honeſty no more approach'd the throne, 


Nor Loyalty her principles could own; 330 
When to be great, men were no longer good, 

Aid yielding CHARLES went ſmoothly with the flood, 
Then the much injured Treaſurer with- drew 


Aſtrea- like, nor kings nor courtiers knew. 


Let ſpeculative ſages range the ſphere 335 
Of ſhining orbs, and trace the rolling year, 
Fix motion's laws, explain attraction's force, 

The cauſe of thunder, and the light'ning's courle : 

Say, round the earth if Northern Doing roll, 

And cleave the continent beneath the pole: 340 
Tell, why the tides in reſtleſs ſurges roar, 

Yet fear to break beyond the deſtin'd ſhore. 

'Tis yours, my LoRD, with unaffected eaſe 

To draw from Nature's ſtores, and make them pleaſe : 
With taſte refin d to dreſs the rural ſeat, _ 345 
And add new honours to your own retreat: 
To ſhade the hill, to ſcoop or ſwell the green, 


To break with wild diverſities the ſcene, 


( 23 ) 
To model with the Genius of the place 
Each artleſs feature, each ſpontaneous grace. 
For, as you work, the Genius {till preſides, 
Directs each ſtroke, and each improvement guides. 
Hence thro the whole irregularly great, 
Nature and Art the wond'rous work complete ; 
In all fo true, ſo unperceived the {kill, 
That Nature modified is Nature ſtill. 


But ſee, the Naids ruſh from all the hills, 
And at your call unite their willing rills. 
Along the vale, o'erhung with ſpreading wood, 
Swells the flow- winding, deep, majeſtic flood. 
The ſmooth expanſe reflects an azure gleam 
Of trembling trees, that glitter down the ftream ; 
Mild and tranſparent as a ſummer's ſea, 
When on its glaſs the dancing ſunbeams play. 
Now, where they grazed, the wond'ring herds deſcry 
Inverted woods, that meet the downward ſky ; 


Sce wat'ry glades, that grace the mountains round, 


And friſky fawns, that o'er thoſe mountains bound; 


355 
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1 Now ſudden art with wild ſurprize to hear 


Unuſual tounds re-echoing in their ear. 370 
For loft within the Jab'rinth of the wood 
Thro tracks untried nov drives the roaring flood; 


In loud confuſion o'er the broken ſteep 


Avruptly pours, and daſhes down the deep. 
From crag to crap the tumbling waters bound, 375 
And foam, and fret, and whirl their eddies round. 
The rugged bed of huge, unſhapen ſtoncs 
Beneath the rude tumultuous torrent groans, 
Alt aged oaks, by wanton Nature bred, 


Oer the deep gloom their thick luxuriance ſpread, 380 


Now pleaſed we turn, and ſee the turrets riſe i 
In rough, majeſtic grandeur to the ſkies ; 
The ſtile and plan fo fitted to the place, 
That each on each reflect I kindred grace. 
Falſe taſte may ſwell the ſhining villa's coſt, 38 5 
And boaſt the ſums magnificently loſt: e 
No pompous littleneſs theſe manſions know, 


Nor pile up fine extravagance for ſhow. 
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What tho' no heaps of glittering expence 
Impoſe upon our eye, miſlead our ſenſe, 

Or that the wall no crouded paintings hide, 
But what with grace appear by T1T1aN's ſide 
Nor ſprawling figures load the ceiling's weight, 


Nor gorgeous columns prop its falling height ; 


Yet ſtill there is, what more our judgment charms : 


There's taſte, there's manly elegance, that warms. 


And dignifies the whole: ſo roſe the plan, 
So Apams finiſh'd what you firſt began. 


Let Phrygia boaſt no more her needle's Face 
Nor beds of ſtate in tawdry colours trace; 
ZBut here her fill and all her art forego, 

Here gaze with rapture, or with envy glow. 
See, * on the ſilken ground how Flora pours 
Her native dies, and opulence of flow'rs; 
How blended with the foliage of the roſe 
The rich carnation and bright tulip blows : 
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* The Bed deſigned by and wrought under the direction of the late 
Dutcheſs of Non rol x, daughter of Ep. Blount, Eſq; of Blagdon in 


Devonſhire. 
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The downy peach and cluſt'ring vine appear, 
With all the treaſures of the purple year, 
While on her waving plumes of vivid green 
Down ſkims the Paroquet, and decks the ſcene. 


In rival pride the Cockatoos unfold 


Their milky charms, and creſts that flame with gold. 


With half-expanded wing here fits the dove 
In looſeſt attitude: intent above | 

She rolls her eye, where on exulting wings 
Thro' fields of air her lively conſort ſprings. 
Here freſh as life in all their glories dreſt, 
The rich Maccaws diſplay the ſcarlet breaſt, 
The painted neck of variegated hue, 


And wings that ſhine with bright cerulean blue. 


This NoRFoLX's {killful hand alone could teach, 
This, ſuch is fate, no mortal now can reach. 
This, the rich emblem of her virtuous mind, 
For Nok ros K's heir ſhe traced—at once deſign'd. 


A monument of art. Alas, how vain 


"Ate oft our ſchemes, how. ſtrow'd with ſeeds of pain. : 
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Are half our joys ! In bloom of life ſcarce ſhown, | 


But as a lily cut untimely down, 


Was * Howarp ſnatch'd away. With him expired 


Her hope, her joy, and all the once deſired. 

Of bliſs too great, ſhe ſaid, had been the height, 
Had it but been as permanent as bright. 

On him kind Heav'n had ey'ry gift beſtow'd, 
That forms the great, the virtuous, and the good. 
CLI FORD lf Cer to you this hand was dear, 
And as ſhe ſpoke, ſhe dropt th' expreſſive tear, 
O CLirFFoRD—now my ſecond hope—receive 
This laſt beſt pledge, MaRIA's hand can give. 
So ſhall I ſmile, howe er by Fe ortune croſt, 

To find the coſtly toil has not been loſt. 


She ſaid — and UcGBROOKE to his former mere 
Added this one, this matchleſs treaſure more. 
The Genius heard, then turning ſmil'd to ſee 


Art ſtill with Nature vie, and ſtill agree. 
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* Son of the Henareble PurLLiP Horn 5 his ſecond Wife, Siſt-- 


er lo the Dutcheſs of Nokrork. 
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Thro' all alike thus Art and Nature roam, 


And fix the Graces in their native home. 


No ſtiff formality, no noiſe, nor ſtrife 


Here cloud the day, or damp the joys of life. 


Heart-chearing mirth, with eaſe and plenty ſtored, 


Diſplays each day the hoſpitable board. 


No plaintive ſigh heaves from the ſorrow'd breaſt, 


But Pity feels and comforts the diſtreſt; 
Supports pale ſickneſs on her bed of grief, 


Prepares the med'cine, and imparts relief; 


To helpleſs age and want divides the bread, 


And bids Deſpondence raiſe her drooping head. 


Thanks to the hand from whence theſe bounties flow, 
With heart-felt joy the grateful poor beſtow. 
Hence on the noble PAlR in ſhow'rs deſcend 


Life's pureſt bleſlings, that kind Heav'n can ſend. 


Domeſtic virtues in fair order move, 


Connubial faith, and harmony, and love. 


Hence of celeſtial Pow'rs the fav'rite care, 


Their offspring too ſhall all thoſe bleſſings ſhare. 
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In long ſucceſſion may the Virtues run, 
Each bright'ning ſtill in each aſpiring ſon, 


And parents ſmile to ſee themſelves outdone. 


But ceaſe, fond Mus, nor impotently vain, 
Affect the loftier airs of epic ſtrain: 
Enough for thee, that in deſcriptive ſong 


Thou paint the Charms that to theſe ſcenes belong. 
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